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then a bridge over which
unbelief to faith, from
doubt and sin to the sunny shores of

and salvation.

O make but trial of His love,
Experience wiil decide,

How blest are they and only they
Who in His truth confide.

“0 taste and see that the Lord Is good.™

““Taste,” says the psalmist; ““taste for your-
selves.” [ cannot explain to you the taste
of honey. One drop of It on your tongue is
worth whole pages of rhgtoric about it. Ex-
perience Is the best test of truth, and it will
prove that “the path of the just is as a
shining light, shining more and more unto
the perfect day.” 1 speak to you as one who
belleves that the hunger of your hearts will
never he satisfied until you come to live, as
Christ lived, in the conscious enjoyment of
the assurance of sonship with God.

A practical faith in the love of the Father
was the inspiration of the Master's life, and
it may be to us a source of peace and of
manly strength and.influence. My message,
therefore, is to-day, “Taste, and you will see
that God s good.” Do God's will and your
doubts will vanish llke the mists of the
morning, and you will know the truth and
find it the bread of life.

PHOTOGRAPHS.

Pletares from the Lives of Common
People—~By One of Them.

The Bird and thhe Man Who Lovesa.
(A Fabie.)

The Man Who Loves lived next door to a
Woman who kept an imprisoned red-bird.
The Woman had mprisoned the bird be-
cause it was beautiful in coat and voice.
Beauty is npot a crime and men are not
imprisoned for it; birds are. But the bdirds
cannot help it.

The Man Who Loves was a busy man, for
he had to work hard, day after day, for his
Wife and Child; he loved them most dearly
of all. So he did not notice the bird's im-
prisonment. more than to teach his child to
say “Poor Birdie! He is in prison.”

But one day the Woman went away for
a visit. Before she went she sald to the
Wife of the Man Who Loves, ““May 1 leave
my bird with you until I return?’ The Wife
of tha Man Who Loves said, “Yes, certain-
1v." and the bird was put in the dining room
window of the house of the Man Who
Joves. The window faced the east, and
was also the home of the geraniums and
fuschias. There the Bird sang sweetly all
the afternoon and until dusk, when the
Man Who Loves returned from work. He
said, “Poor Bird, I am sorry for you;” but
he was soon lost in the love of his Child,
who told of the songs the Bird had sung in
the daylight.

The next morning, when the Man Who
Y.oves arose, it was not yet daybreak. He
gat down not far from ¢the Bird's window to
write. After awhile day began to come.
There was in the eastern sky a change
from gray to white, then to pearl tints,
beautiful as the innermost shrine of the
nautilus; then the light came stealing softly
across the hills, trees and house roofs, until
dawn was visible. The Man Who ILoves
was filled with joy at the pure beauties of
the dawn. Presently je forgot that beauty,
for he heard a sound from the bird's prison.
The Bird rustled, chirped, then burst into
a song so full of happy trills and warbled
ecstasies that the Man Who Ioves won-
dered. But the joy in the Bird's song did
not last, and with the transition from a
startled joy to a heart-broken cheerless-
ness, as the Bird faced a new day of im-
prisonment, there came a lump into the
throat of the Man Who loves. He knew
what the Bird said and wrote it down. It
was this:

“Ah!" he sang, “in dreams 1 wandered
O’er the hills and valleys—free!

With my paler-coated helpmeet
Sought 1 out a nesting tree;

O! Our songs were glad and sweet

Asg the brambles touched my coat—
Mountain waves of gladness beat

Trills and peans from my throat,

“Sank the sun in gorgeous cloud-robes,

Sank into the purple west,
While we flitted home together—
Mate and I—and sought our rest.

Through the dreamy, fading Hght
Of the dyving day, my love
Whispered softly, as the night
Pitched its somber tent above.

“Dark the night grew in my dws'tm-ing:
Sweet my rest—alas, how sweet:

Tiil the pearly light was glowing
Wher> the earth and cloudland meet.
Then the song I sang in dreams
Rippied from my foolish breast

As we sang it by the stream;

Then I saw—you know the rest.™

When the Woman returned the Man Who
Loves carried the ‘Bird’s prison home, with
tears in his eyes, and begged the Woman
to release the prisoner with the sad heart
and the silver throat. :

“No." she sald, looking wonderingly at
the man's tears; “he was a present to me.
YWhat's the matter with your eyes?

She did not understand.

Theory and Practice.

It was a company of students in a promi-
nent “normal.” Each member of the com-
pany knew fully enough to conduct the
affairs of at least two or three dozen uni-
verses, and do it a great deal better than this
one is being ecarried on at present.

The little matter this band of Solons was
forever settling at this particular time was
the English language, its origin, present con-
dition and future prospects; and the best
methods of imparting the most comprehen-
give and practical knowledge of this impor-
tant branch of popular education. The con-
sensus of jopinion was voiced accurately,
tersely, forcibly, by Frank Melvin, who said:

“The very fountain head of the whole diffi-
cutly is this detestable baby talk that idiotic
parents twaddle to thelr innocent and helpless
offspring. Oh, it is terrible. If a merciful
Providence grant that I ever have a home of
my own, and little ones, may some one of
you be present to cut out my tongue with a
dull knife, if ever I chatter such wretched
gibberish to any one beneath my tutelage.”

BEd Wilkins, the wag of the company, said:
*“I'll make a note of that.”

As has been remarked by perhaps two or
three other story-tellers—and it has never
been disputed—"time fled."” No story is com~
plete without this statement. In Melvin's
case the fight of a few years brought the
average number of commonplace changes,
and this section of the story finds him dig-
ging out a living for himself, his wife and
twin bables In an Indlana town.

One day he received a telegram from Ed
SVilkins, stating ‘that that dear old friend
was coming for a brief visit at the Melvin
home. Frank was delighted, and would show
Wilkins on his first visit what a really model
home was like. Mrs. Melvin was delighted,
because Frank wzs a boy again for the
nonce. Ed came. He was more sedate than
in the days gone by, but the old twinkle re-
mained. They talked till a late hour.

When Wilkins awoke at 7 o'clock the next
morning he heard something like this in the
pext room, where Frank was dressing one of
the jabbering twins:

“Zere now, "ittle dirly, mamma’s dot to dit
beckfuss for bables an' papa an' ze manny.
Hol* "till an’ Jet papa put on its "ittle 'kirt.
Zere now—peek! 1It's all wight, ain't it—

= hey? Ah, ‘em ol' hookers an’ eyes—es bozZger

_,‘len. O want to see *at footy
¢ All wight! Papa take off tocky—now, 'et's

daddy's of' floners. Oh! Papa fordot shoe—
tockies. Where's ol' tockies? Whoop-ee!
some more?

. Ppuc it on aden—'at’s a nice "ittle petty. Now,
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_ezzer tocky, now its ’ittle shoesies—button
%,_ t up—one, tyo, free, four—'at's it! Now,

*kirt, zen dessy, zen baby all be wedy
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The snow was nearly gone, and what re- |

mained was just right for snow balling. One
lone, helpless, defenseless man, who hadn't
thrown a ball for so long that a single effort
would put his arm in a sling was walking
along a side street, when he met a monster
in the shape of a small boy with a dinner
pall on one arm and a dripping stush ball in
both hands. The man shuddered, but
marched boldly ahead to meet his dreaded
foe, who had a solemn face and big, smile~
less blue eyes.

The boy sald: “Gimme leave, mister? 1
couldn't hit the side of a barn"

“Certainly,” assented the man in despera-
tion, expecting to have his head broken,

From a distance of fifieen feet the small
&oy hurled the deadly missile—and missed his
mark by at least two yards,

“There,"” said the satisfled boy, still with-
out a smile, “what'd I tell you?" And he
went on.

The happy man mused thus as he con-
tinued on his way: “If that boy's accurate
knowledge of his own weaknesses continue
to manhood’'s years, the lad will make a
glowing success in life, or a most cheerful
failure.” 8. W. GILLILAN,

Richmond, Ind.

OLD DAYS IN INDIANA,

(Coneluded from Ninth Page.)

In the east end was a fireplace, projecting
outward, built of split puncheons and topped
out to above the roof, with split sticks and
clay. Inio this fireplace we could roll a log
three feet long and twenty Inches or more in
diameter. Over and around this lcg we could
pile a quarter of a cord of smaller wood.
The interstices in the walls between the logs
were chinked with split bludgeons and clay.
The roof was boards, split or rived and three
feet' long. Inside a shelf some three feet wide
and nearly four feet from the floor extended
the whole length of the south side. Just
above this a log was cut out, and the hole
filled with glass, This shelf was the com-
mon writing desk for the whole school.
THE GRAY GOOSE QUNLL.

Our pens were made of goose quills, and
to be able to make or mend a pen was as
necessary a qualification in a teacher as to
be able to read. The seats were the slabs
from sawlogs. Holes were bored near the
ends of these, amd into these holes long pins
were inserted which served as legs to the
seats when turned over. These slabs, or
seats, were twelve to sixteen feet long, and in
height had been made to suit men, so that
a child's feet, if he sat in a natural position,
would be four to eight inches from the floor.
There were no backs, of course. And there
we must sit two mortal hours four times a
day, whether little or big. Sometimes we
would slip forward until our feet would touch
the floor, and half stand, half lean against
the bench. When tired of this we would re-
verse the process and slip back until we
would balance, and then, with elbows on
knees, would drink in the mysteries of Web-
ster and McGuffey.

There were no regular recitations except
in spelling, reading, geography and gram-
mar. We could “cipher’” until we got tired,
and then go to the ‘‘desk' and write “‘many
men of many minds™ as often as we pleased.
Twice each day each class in reading was
called up, and, standing In a Mne, a lesson
in McGuffey was read, verse about. Nor was
there comment or criticlsm from the teacher
unless you pronounced a word wrong. You
could drawl it out a mile long, pay no atten-
tion to punctuation and snuff your nose ev-
ery second word if you wanted to, and there
was no comment from him. At noon and
again at night the better spellers stoed up in
a long row and spelled. If a word was missed
it was passed on until some one spelled
it; then he, or she, went above all who had
missed it. The one who was head at night
went foot next day.

Thus we put in eight hours every day,
from 8a. m. to 12 m, and from 1 to 6 p. m.,
with fifteen minutes recess in each session.
And 1 doubt if there is a school in the city
of Indianapolis to-day where the puplls
make more rapid progress than did we in
that old log house, crude as were our ap-
pliances, and ignorant as were our teachers,
And then the fun. We are all now gray-
headed, those of us sl left, but I don't be-
lieve there is one whose mind does not often
revert to that old log schoolhouse—just west
of where Purdue now stands—and mark
with a white stone each day spent there to
indicate one sun-lit mile in life's journey.

But did we ever get whipped? Ah, my
boy, you mustn't ask such questions. What!
an old gray-headed man get whipped? Well,
I'll tell you the truth. I never did. And 1
have met many who went to school in that
remote day, and 1 have never yet met one
but what would hold up his foot and swear
by the holy hocus-pocus that he, or she, was
never whipped;: but we had all seen plenty
of others get the hickory. You will learn,
my boy, and before you are as old as I am,
that only the good boys get gray-headed.

But the worst part of the whipping—so boys
have told me—was having to go out and get
the switch to whip yourself with.

And now, as we close the book of the past,
and place these pictures of long ago back in
their several niches of memory let us forget
that my teacher, Scott, came from ILogans—
port, forty miles ““down east” from us.

Indianapolis. I. M. STACKHOUSE.

An 0ld Testament Drama,
Ellen Duvall, in Lippincott.

There is one short story In the Second
Book of Kings which is wholly dramatic
in essence, and the narative form is so
subordinate in feeling to the dramatic spirit
that even a casual reader, if at all eritical,
must be impressed by this. Indeed, so es-
sentially dramatic is the story that in close-
ly considering it we may say it falls naturgl-
ly Into the necessary acts and scenes, lightly
and delicately held together by a thread of
narrative which almost serves the purpose
of the chorus, although there is absolutely
no comment—another dramatic feature—and
the subject is left to speak directly to the
reader’'s mind.

The story is the wel-known one of Naa-
man the Syrian and his recovery from
leprosy; and In simpiicity, directness, move-
ment and dramatic fire the story cannot be
surpassed. It is told, too, with such im-

artiality that we seem to be looking upon
ife itself, and such is its rare art that there
is absolute freedom from any feeling of the
Bemnnuty of the author. And, though so

rief, the narrative holds a t deal; first,
the revelation of the political, social and
rel conditions of the times; and then
wit these, which are always the neces-
sary groundwork and frame, there is seen
that separate and yet at the same time
interdependent play of character which is so
essential to the drama. Then, too, the nar-
rative falls inevitably into the usual five
acts, and these carry out strictly the Aris-
totelian analysis of dramatic tragedy—the
beginning, increase, dlmaﬁ declension, con-
sequence or fall—and all place in such
Sy cabing fosth the fectings of it

v e fee
terror, the artistle and ethical
tragedy, is fully accomplished,

In this short story, more than
else, the genius of tﬁo Hebrew
to ‘that of the Greek, and
ecasy between them.
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Interesting Story of This Ingenlous
American Girl’s Triumph Abroad—
A Pet with M. Dumas. ;

Among the sensations In the world of
amusement to-day none is more fascinating
and unigque than *“La Loile,” and her won-
derful dances, with their marvelous effects
of light and form. This enterprising and in-
véntive little American woman has
artistic Europe by the movelty and beauty
of her enteriainment, and for the last three
weeks she has attracted crowded audiences
in New York. It was not originally plan
that “La Loie” should on this visit to her
native land play anywhers but in New York,
but a few days' delay ;o some Eurcpean en-
gagements has been secured and she will
make a rapid trip to a very few of the largest
citles., Dickson & Talbott have arranged for
“La Loie's” appearance at English's for one
night only, next Thursday. Five of Jer
most famous dances will then be given with
all the completeness and elaboration on
which she so strenously insists. In a recent
interview “La Loie” thus gave her views of
her work:

“There are 500 people—some very little
misses—who can twirl a few yards of muslin
and bob in and out of the focus of a lime
light, but twirling a few yards of muslin
and playing at touch with the lime light—
any girl who is given to kicking her toes
at all can do that—do not make a skirt
dancer. Wo be an artist at your business
calls for a life's experience. Your profession
is so full of subtleties that you have never
done learning. :

*“I leave nothing to chance. I drill my
light men, drill them in doing just what I
want, I tell them to throw the light =o, or
s0, and they have to do their business with
the exactitude of clockwork. This one has to
throw a yellow light up {0 here; that man a
blue one no further than Rere; the man with
the red lamp has to follow suit and keep
within his circuit also. If you watch the ins
and outs of the dance you will see that the
colors fall as they do through a prism. How
this is done through lime lights is my secret.
I arrange the light colors pretty much as an
artist arranges his colors on his palette, You
must know about colors; the effect of one
color on another, and their combinations
also, just as the pai does, and be able
to tell how they will appear at such and
such an angle.

“Theme, style, tempo, all differ in one dance
from another, A dance is not built up in a
day. The ‘Fleur de lis,” as my friends in
Paris have named it—they are always nam-
ing my dances—I had in hand three years
before I produced it. I might say the same
of my other dances—‘Salome," ‘La Nuit,’ ‘La
Danse Blanche,” ‘Le Firmament,” ‘La Danse
du Soleil.”

“My gowns, or skirts, are made after my.
own models, and generally of filne gossamer
silk. A good deal of tinkering is necessary to
get quite the.right thing. For ‘The Lily’
dance I have 500 yards of dress stuff. In the
making up it all disappeared somehow. The
dress is twenty feet high, and I fancy some-
thing ilke 100 yards around the skirt. It is
made loose from the neck,

“The magic lantern is part of my effects,
People have used it before, but I'll warrant
I use it to the best advantage. I experiment-
ed with it for five years before I took the
public into my confidence about it. We
work together, the lantern and 1. There is
not the least slip by chance in the busi-
ness. 1 see the colors just as you see them
in a Kkaleldoscope, know where they will
fall and adapt the movements of the dance
to their effects. That is how the living pic-
ture is made.” . *'®

The first of “La Loie's” dances here will
be ““The Night,” and the silk she uses is
black, thickly spangled with glittering stars,
which reflects every ray like mirrors. And
those stars are kept very busy reflecting rays,
for from every available vantage point the
rays pour down in a whirling, swaying,
undulating figure, and in 'that wondrously
beautiful way in which experience and art
have taught those who manipulate them.

They work on the fleecy waves of silk pat-
terns as mervelous as the light on the breast
of a humming bird or the wings of the butter-
flies of the tropics and as fleeting as whisps
of steam in the breeze when the air is frosty.
Next como the sensation of the evening--
“The Fire" dance. Around her feet it is as
It coals giowed and from them the fire flashes
or curls upward as one might expect to see
them flash around a goddess of the element.
It is realism and etherialism in one and a
veritable triumph of its time. The third
number is called the *““White Dance,” so
named, apparently, because the material
used in the costume and its wealth of out-
skirts is colorless. In effect it is a contin-
uous tangle of playful young ra!'nbows off
duty, which dance together and tumble each
other about and play tag around and about
“La Lole"” in a way which would undoubted-
ly disconcert, not to say rattle, any young
woman who is not o habituated to havlnq
rainbows for playfellows, “The Firmament'
is the fourth dance, and in its scope it in-
ciudes the throwing of fleecy white clouds
on the floating silken spaces, as well as on
the deep blue depths of the sky, with the
huge moon and stars in view. Then comes a
hv¥e rose in full bloom and more rainbows.

he last effect is called ““The Lily of the
Nile™ and it is brought about by the use of
a vastly increased amount of the fillmy silk.
At first this is utilized to make a greatly
exagerated head-dress of the Kind that Egyp-
tian women wear, showing only the eyes,
and later on to whirl out wings and whirli-
gigs of amaging size. The climax is a mas-
ter stroke and the entire fabric whirls into
the form of a huge calla lily, in the core
of which "La Loie” is hidden, and as it
foats apart she stands upright among the
graceful folds heaped around her on the
St.se- . ® @

In Lole Fuller's company are two people
of much stage renown, viz: Marshall P,
Wilder, whove stories are known to all the
big cities and who is inimitable as a mono-

logue entertainer. Then comes Fanny Went-
worth, known in London and New York as
the *“female Grossmith.” Miss Wentworth
has been for weeks at Hammerstein's Olym-
pla, New York, and has delighted, thousands
of people at that famous resort. The ad-
vance sale for “La lole's”™ one night here
will begin to-morrow morning at the Pem-
broke cade.

“LA LOIE” IN PARIS,

The Chicago Girl First Introduced
Dumas and Flammarion.

Of all American women who go abroad,
none, perhaps, has made her name so well
known in Paris as Loie Fuller, of Chicago,
where her famlily still resides. While “La
Loie” is talked about by the rabble, great
men of France crowded to make her ac-
qguaintance. During the 5§ nights in Paris
when she appeared in *“‘Salome,” the first
play from America produced at the gay cap-

I ghall never forget the night,’ she says,
in an Interview. ‘I was playing at the Com-

edie Parisienne, and they met in my dress-

lf“l'llvpﬂrul‘ d at the Folies Bergeres.
was introduced to him by M. Eugene Poule,

One day, 1 remember, on arriving at Marly
with some friends,
of his daughters, I reverently took
head between my hands and kissed his crown
of beautiful white curly hair. Do not
shocked—he wasn’'t. The others greetel him
in the ordinary French fashion of kissing
both cheeks. He laughed heartily and dis-
covered a row of the finest, whitest teeth
shaded by a large moustache. He had the
clearest of clear complexions and the bluest
jof blue eyes. On his walls he had rare
,@elft ware plates. I asked him jocularly one
'day if he had not stolen some of the blue of
‘those tes and Introduced it in some way
into eyes. He laughed and launched a
’g:t name at me. “You are not Fuller,” said
, ‘you are Folle?

“I say that I liked to see him best amid the
trees of Marly. I mean that exactly. The
man, who was such a master at delineating
the life of cities, such a brilllant dramatic
historian of the iopes and disappointments
of drawing rooms, Jocked most at home in-
side the high walls that shut him in from the
world. He was tall, stalwart and graceful.
He generally wore loosa fabrics of flannel
and a-soft, white felt hat, whose brim was
turned every way. I shall never forget him
walking slowly along the gravel path of his
garden, up the terrace, under the arching
trees, His conversation was charmingly un-
affected. He ke slowly to me; I suppose
he did so with Intent, because he knew I
was a foreigner to the intricacies of his lan-
guage. The approaches to his country house
prepared you for the house's interior, just as
the prefaces to his plays prepared readers
for the context of his plays. I noticed a
statue of his father in the garden to the left
of the house, down some old stone steps.
I noticed, also, the conservatories.

*“ *You see,” he remarked with a gesture,
‘my house is defended by ramparts of flowers
instead of by ramparts of modern guns.’

“LA LOIE'S” BON MOT.

*“*Ah, yes, Maitre,’ =aid I, ‘but you have
weapons concealed on your person.’ ‘Haow?
he asked innocently.

*“ *The mitrallleuses of wit,” I answered,

“That was the only time I really said any-
thing approaching flattery to him, so I beg
to record the fact, especially as in this case
the compliment conveyed the truth.

“From the garden you entered the ground
floor of the house through long windows flush
with the piazza. On this ground floor were
the dining room and the sitting room. The
library of Dumas on the first floor was full

of bright books and cheerful pictures. Up a
short flight of stairs, away from all dis-
turbing influences, was the studio, It was an
alry, windowy, sunshiny room, and com-
manded a superb view, The loveliest paint-
ings and statuary made it seem more like
a painter's studio than a literary study.
There, at a large plain table, in the middlé
of the ateller, littered with papers, the mas-
ter wrote, He generally wrote in the morn-
ing. He never wrote by gaslight, he told me.
I shall not speak of his works. He never
spoke at length of them to me, though once
he told me how he dashed off ‘The dy of
Camelias,” the novel whereon the famous
play is founded. ‘I needed money in those
days,’ sald he. ‘I exiled myself to a country
place near St, Germains. I had nothing with
me but ink, pens, paper, my valize and my
thoughts. 1 worked all day and deep into
the night for two weeks. At the end of that
time 1 returned to Parls with a manuscript.
I had luck. 1 sold it.’

“At the time the drama ‘Le Collier de la
Reine' was produced., I went to see Dumas,
and asked him whether he had not a proprie-
tary interest in that play. He answered that
he had a small interest In it. ‘But I have
lost much by the tricks of plaglarists,” he
added. *Vou are not the only one who has
learned that the law does not sufficiently pro-
tect inventive brain power.” Speaking of his
dramatization of his rfather’s novel, ‘Joseph
Balsamo,” ha mentioned that on the eve of
the production of that play he had said to
the critics in the lobby: °‘If the play suc-
ceeds, the honor will be my father's; If it
falls, the discredit will be mine." Of all his
g"lgys he seemed to me to like ‘Le Demi

nde' best. What a play that is, to be
sure! I quite understand his partiality.

“Dumas was the most fascinating of hosts,
H!s air of thoughtful deference ‘was certain
to make yeu as though you favored
him by your yisit. During one of my ne'er-
to-be-forgottén sojourns at Marly, Prince
Primoli, nephew of Napoleon III, tock out
his kodak and reproduced the photographs
which accompany this article. The dram-
atist at my request kindly signed them, and
I cherish them as I do his memory. When
I left the home of Dumas for the station to
take the train back to Paris, the master
always accompanied me. Sometimes we
walked, sometimes we drove in a delightful
little phaeton drawn by two spanking little
black ponies. I noticed ane peculiarity about
these ponies, They invariably ran up hill
and invariably walked down hill,

“ ‘How funny,” I exclaimed to Dumas ong
day, pointing out this peculiarity to him.

™ 'Ag, Folle,’ sald he, half sadly, ‘the an-
tics of these young ponies often remind me

f my own life. When I was young and had

{lls of obstacles to climb I ran. Now, that
I am old and tired and have no more hills
or obstacles before me, I walk slowly.’

“We came to the station. The engine was
pufiing. The train was lined along the plat-
form. Dumas escorted me to the couge. gave
me his hand, and took off his a_;ott, white felt
hat.

““*Au revoir,” said he,

“I then little thought that I should never
see that great old man again."”

“Shore Acres” Next Week.

The beautiful play, “Shore Acres,” In
which Jdmes A. Herne has won such an
artistic success, will be an Easter week at-
traction at tha Grand Opera House, opening
for three nights and matinee cn Monday,
April 6. “Shore Acres” is the best type of
the pastoral play yet produced in this coun-
try and in it Mr. Herne is seen to excellent
a:ﬂ'antase. The omne-hundredth representa-
tion of the play in Chicago was celebrated
in that city on Monday evening, March 23,
Mr. Herne has lately received offers for his
play from Sweden, Austria and Franca2. Ne-
gotiations are still pending for the gmduc-
tion of *‘Shore Acres” in London by Mr.
Herne and his preseat company. The ad-
vance sale for “Shore Acres” will be open
next Thursday morning at the Pembroke.

Park—New “Night Owls.”
Manager Fred Rider will present his new
“Night Owls” at the Park the first half of
the week in a novel idea in burlesque en-

titled **A Pack of Cards,” which has been
specially written for him. The costumes and
scenic effects are aftractive. Some leading
lights of vaudeville and burlesque are with
this company, including Miss Florence Mil-
ler, the Southern beauty; Sam Collins, the
comedian whe was so well received with the
“Black Crook;” Mabel Hagelton, the dancer;
Gordon and Lick, musical stars; Lew Car-
roll, parodist; Mildren Conmer, Blanche Wal-
worth, May Clark Van Osten, and the four
sisters Vaughn, in the *“Druid Dance,” the
Broadway

povelty from
Dream,” in
“Kuta-Kuta,

tian princess,

will be seen a novel dance.
Onﬁg'hurnday James ?.hrgduy.a?‘d his
com: company open a days’ e
“A German Soldier,”

.
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was seen here, This favorite
to the Grand 'the last halfl of

The stage hands at English’s during the
Irving-Terry engagements did such _
work that they were given a lﬂﬁl’* b
%ffd atale Carpent e ¥ bickson & Talbott

er for n
received a present from the Irving-Terry
management.

It was the famous Agnerican novelist, Wil-
liam Dean Howells, who first predicted ihe
great success of James A. Herne's beautiful
play, “Shore Acres.” Mr. Howells read the
piay before it was produced and wrote the
above opinlon of it to Mr. R. M. Field, the
manager of the Boston Museum, where the
play scored a run of 14 nights.

The attractions that will be sent on the
road next season by Willlam A. Brady will
include: James J. Corbett, in “A Naval
Cadet;” Maurice Barrymore, in “Roaring
Dick & Co;" the spectacular drama, “Under
the Polar Star;” the dramatization of Ed-
ward W, Townsend’'s novel, “A Daughter of
the Tenemennts;"” the comedy drame, “When
New York Sleeps,” by Alice E. Ives;"” Eddie
Foy, In a new farce-comedy; the new melo-
drama, “Cuba,” by James W. Harkins, jr.;
the farce, “All for a Girl"” br Alive E. Ives;
Sutton Vane's “Cotton King,” and “Human-
ity,”” a twenty-thousand-dollar production of
the fairy ::speotaBo cle, l"tm! e,  and" a
new play o wery life introducing Charles
B. “alrl o

CHARMS OF PEDESTRIANISM,

A Means of Travel Whose Pleasures
Should Not Be Overlooked.

In America the pedestrian is looked upon
either (s a tramp or as a fugitive from jus-
tice, and is, consequently, narrowly watched.
The average chance acquaintance whom he
meets {s unable to comprehend the reason
of this so-called enjoyment. In fact, he
never even thought of pleasure and walking
as assoclated. In Germany and most of the
continental countries the very opposite view
is taken, and in almost every locality the
traveler afoot will receive much assistance
and encouragement from all classes. The
students of the world's most famous uni-
versities, seeking relaxation from stuydy and
yet, 8t the same time, picking up much
from the contact with their fellow-men,
take long tours through central Europe.
They thus make a study of life, of the vari-
ous peoples and their institutions, of the
styles of architecture and, incidentlly,
pick up some history and, oftentimes, a

knowledge of the langauges. In fact, they
learn.

America has produced one great pedes-
trian, one whose footsSteps will be retraced

by hundreds of enthusiastic young Amer-
icans, who, however, will, many of them,

forget to first make a few preparatory
tours in their own land. Bayard Taylor, in
his “Views Afoot,”” has plctured in glowing
colors the pleasure of a pedestrian tour,
We can feel, admire, delight with him
when we read that book which, better than
any other of modern European travel, de-
picts the glory and charm of Europe.

America has grown, it has become more
settled, the tides of emigration have washed

over the Western prairies for nearly a
century, leaving here and there a
littla community or settlement, based
upon some peculiar {deas, or hav-
ing a distinct dialect, or colonized
by some religious sect. The Swedes of the
Northwest, the mountaineers of eastern Ten-
nessee and Kentucky, the “Latter Day
Saints"” of Utah; are all instances. Even in
this land of fresdom there were reformers,
who, failing to attain their ends elsewhere,
came to the West, with its then seemingly

boundless prairies. Among these was Robert
Dale Owen, with his New Harmony colony.

The general ignorance concerning this com-
munity was surprising, even depressing, unti!
within the last year, through the agency of
several newspaper critics, the people were in-
structed in the history of this most interest-
Ing settlement. We have in our very midst
a form of speech which is generally spoken
of as the “Hoosier dialect,”” and which,
through the instrumentality of Indiana's
great poet, James Whitcomb Riley, has been
brought to the notice not merely of In-
dianlans, but of Americans. They are few,
if any, who are ignorant of the ex-
istence of such a dialect, yet how
many Indianians are there who have come
in personal contact with it, have heard it

spoken through other means than the pen
of Riley, who have heard the Hoosler farmer
himself speak of it? You cannot select the
very place where you will find it. You must |
search for it, not in towns, where it has
been rounded off by contact from without,
but in the farm houses which dot the coun-

ravelin

veling, in those good old days, before
we were hurled through space at a
rate of fifty miles an hour, was real, true,
enjoyable. In olden times, before the steam-
boat and stzam engine, those powerful twin
brothers, had encircled the globe in their
arms, travel moreover afforded a broad ed-
ucation to all. One had the time, even when
hurrying on businesa of great import, lo
meet, converse with and study the various
people. But now all is different, and, for the
sake of convenience, we let knowledge pass
us without even so much as a greet-
ing. The lamentable ignorance of Eu-
ropean travelers concerning America and
the American people in particalar can be
accounted for their haphazard jumping
from one large city to another, and in so
d\oln‘ skipping the real substance of our
Nation.

What a pretty picture of English life Is
conta'‘ned in the Canterbury Tales. The very
thought of that gay band recalls to the mind
many sweet memories and flils us with pleas-
ure. Goldsmith and ron were themselves
travelers, Homeric s. Centuries ago Vir-
gil, the Roman Homer, was picturing the
pleasures of travel. All of these sang of trav-
¢l as It was before our modern Titans de-
tracted from its enjoyments. But since that
event has there bheen a single pocem of an
note dedicated to travel which 'f"e a fed!
ing of pleasure similar to that imparted by
those ‘‘master spirits?” No! In travel, as in
everything the world over, the same law
ho!ds that where we gain in one respect w
jose in another, and in the attainment o
speed, convenience and ease we allow knowl-
edge to escape.

But partly through the influence of wheel-
men and partly on account of the growing
pornhritr of one may now
udwd the highways of America with-
out regarded as an escaped convict
or, s was more often the case, a madman.
Indiana affords much to the ‘pedestrian,

with its communities founded by
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URBRANCH STORE

The Most Beautiful Bicycle Store in America.
GRAND DISPLAY OF = &

A new and complete lise of Sundries at Moderate Prices.

EASY PAYMENTS:.

Call and examine these beantiful Bicycles and ask for a free copy
of the “BEN=HUR MARCH.” We are sole ageuts for the

TINKHAM CARRIER
FOR DELIVERY. |

Cor. Penn. and Market Streets,

Central Cycle Mig. Co.

THE JOURNAL;

TR TN NN

' DIRECTORY.

ARCHITECTS.

W. SCOTT MOORE & SON..12 Blackford Block, Washington and Meridian Sts.
LOUIS H. GIBSON. .. .....civuves Hartf

ord Block, 84 East Market Street,

W. B. HOLTON MFG. CO..

A. H. STURTEVANT & CO.......

CARRIAGES AND WAGONS—Wholesale.

irresesssssntsssdTT7 to 181 East Washington Street,
rasnsnsss 08 South Peanaylvania Street.

CIGARS AND TOBACCO--Wholesale,.

INDIANA CIGAR CO. ... ..vivivrnnnes
TISH-I-MINGO CIGAR...........c...

veresses B8 South Meridian Street.
ternnese. 220 East Washington Stireet.

DYE HOUSES.
PANTITORIUM (Pants Pressed, 105¢)

GENERAL TRANSFER-HOUSEHOLD MOVING
MECK'S TRARNSFER COMPANY. Phone 335.......

ve .20 Clircle Street,

' EEEETE TR

ICE CREAM-W

PUTNAM COUNTY MILK CO........

holesale and Retall

vevessnes14 mmd 10 North East Street.

JEWE
FRED H, SCHMIDT............

RY—-\Wholesale.
vesrns b Jackson Place, opp. Union Station.

LIVERY,

BOARD and HACK STABLES.
ROTH & YOUNG (Day or Night Service. 'Phone 1061) S0 Went Marketl Street,

LOANS ON DIAMONDS, WATCHES, Ec.

SOLOMON’S ORIGINAL LOAN OFFICE.......
CONLEN’S CITY LOAN OFFICE.........

vvee 20 South Ilinols Street.
cens BT West Washington Street.

MANTELS

Jxo. u. LILLY|.-0¢--¢.0-.- -

AND GRATES—-Wholesale.

rerenss BT 1O T8 Enst Ohio Street.

V. H. LOCKWOOD........
CHESTER BRADFORD..
H. P. HOOD & SON.......

14-16 Hubbard

PATENT ATTORNEYS.

veiens  seesss S15-418 Lemcke Building.
Blk., Cor, Wash on and Meridian,
Wright Block, 683 t Market Street.

PICKLIES AND PRESERVES - 1\Aholesale.
INDIANAPOLIS PICKLING ANL PRESERVING CO. .200 South Pennsylvania St,

REAL ESTATE.
C. W. PHILLIPS. .. .(Insurance and Building and Loan), 70 Monument Place.

PROF. RAYNO. ..

SL SR S8 S AF s e R R st bedrensal

STAGE DANCING.

(A R R TR

...130 West Ohio Street.

WILLIAM WIEGEL

B EE R e R e e e

SHOW CASES.

insssssscrnese 0 West Loulisiana Street.

T. M. HERVEY & CO.......

LA B R S AR L E RN EEEFENEFERE T B N

WEBR'S TICKET OFFICE. .. ..

TICKET OFFICES-Cut Rates.

+.. .15 South Illinols Street,
5 or 128 Sowuth Illinols Street,

JULIUS A, SCHULLER. ... ... .ccoiuvvuinn.

...108 and 08 North Meridian Strect.

-

aster Novelties

TR, X .
Fancy Eggs, Rabbits, Baskets, Chicks
and Ducks.

g
i

2
;

Charles Maver & Co.

29 and 31 West Washington Street.

KINS Spdatnirsas

e 2 e e v SAWS

SAW ~ BELTING and

: SPECIALTIES OF
W. B.Barry Saw and Supply Co
"'J-‘ll- Al kinds o Saws repaired




